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work, went out in the dark. I had, for warmth
and company in the wheel-house on the bridge^
while listening to the seas getting up, only signals
from Orion and the Great Bear, the glow of the
pipe of the silent fellow at the wheel, and the
warm shaft of light which streamed from some-
where in the ship's body and isolated the foremast
as a column of gold. There was the monody, con-
fident but subdued, the most ancient song in the
world, of invisible waters. Sometimes there was
a" shock when she dropped into a hollow, and a
vicious shower whipped across the glass, of the
bridge-house. I then got the sad feeling, much
too soon, that the inhospitable North was greeting
us. It is after sundown at sea, when looking
through the dark to the stars, listening to sounds
that are as though ancient waters were still
wandering under a sky in which day has not been
kindled, seeking coasts not yet formed, it is in such
nights that one's thoughts are of destiny, and then
the remembrance of our late eager activities
brings a little smile. There being no illumination
in the wheel-house but the restricted glow from
the binnacle, this silent comment of mine on man
and his fate caused the helmsman no amusement*